TEANSLATIOJSTS

OF

ADDISOFS LATIN POEMS

[Mr. Geo. Sewell, in his Preface to these Translations, (Lond, 1724,)
says, " In the poem on the Peace of Ryswick the author seems to have
exerted all his powers to make it shine above his other compositions. It
is, indeed, a master-pie^; the images are chosen with a nice judgment,
worked up with a delicacy of imagination, and placed in the strongest
light. Everything strikes at the first view, and yet will bear the strictest
eye to reexamine it. The descriptions, being both just and surprising, put
the mind upon the full stretch as they are preparing, and exceed the bold-
est expectations when finished. Upon this occasion I cannot help remark-
ing that, the art of war being so much changed since the Roman times, it
must be a difficult task to find words in that language to express even the
common ideas of a modern battle; but to do it in all its terrible scenes of
new inventions was reserved for the pen of Mr. Addison.

The Battle of the Pygmies and Cranes, the Puppet-Show, and the Bowl-
ing Green, are of the mock-heroic kind, the subjects mean and trivial,
seemingly incapable of poetical ornaments, but are raised to the heroic by
a splendid boldness of expression and pomp of verse; by metaphors, allu-
sions, and similitudes drawn from things of a higher class, and such as are
suited by nature to convey ideas of gieatness and magnificence to the
mind. Virgil, in his Georgics, is the great master in this way, with this
difference only, that his is a serious grandeur, this a mimic one; Ms pro-
duces admiration, this laughteiv

The Barometer is a fine philosophical poem, describing the effects of
the air on that wonderful instrument with great exactness, as well as in
the most beautiful poetry.

The Odes to Dr. Burnett and Dr. Hannes are written in the true spirit
of Horace.

The Resurrection is a noble piece, drawn after the painter with a mas-
terly hand. As it is spoken of in its place by the translator, I refer the
reader to his observations, page 573.]

THE PEACE OF RYSWICK.1

TRANSLATED BY THE REV.  THOMAS NEWCOMBE.

WHEN now the tumult of the battle dies,
No shouts the earth, no trumpets wake the skies j
Accept, great leader, what the pious throng,
(Less dreadful music, and a softer song,)
Pax Gulielmi auspidis Europa reddita, 1697.   Vol. i. p. 233.